SOME LETTERS OF
When I came back the pages I gathered from the floor were farther than ever from adequacy, but somehow I cared for them, as one cares for a dead thing one picks up in the hedges, thinking of its brave fight for life. Then your letter came, and I read, stupidly at first, not understanding, your words of generous praise. I knew you were artist enough not to utter them merely for friendship's sake, and when I understood them, they filled me with joy which would have been out of all proportion to the matter at stake except that for me it was one of those mysterious pivotal small things on which the future turns silent and large. So you had actually liked it all, and were glad it had been done? Then it was not dead after all; my eyes had been seared? I read it through in the flush of pleasure and found it good, — absurdly, ravish-ingly good! So I took a deep breath, and sat down to write it over, with the sharp light of remembered disillusion on its weaknesses, and the memories oi my night walk to beckon me on. I shall crave judgment on the result at Christmas, for I purpose to make a descent on Boston then, ravenous with a three-month's abstinence from subtlety-spinning. ... I have . . . written to ------
again. He has owed me a letter since September,
44fore dawn one morning by the bugles of a regiment passing up one of the narrow streets — a valorous music strangely impressive in that darkness and silence. Moody has commemorated it in the speech of the Third Youth in Act iv of the "Masque of Judgment":
